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had not escaped the error incidental to those who are suddenly
raised to power from an obscure situation, for he entertained a
strong persuasion, dazzled doubtless by the suddenness of his
elevation, that his capacity was equal to intermeddling with
affairs of every kind, even those most foreign to his profession
and studies. Tall and ungainly in his person, he affected
gallantry and admiration of the fair sex, although his manners
rendered his pretensions absurd, and his profession marked
them as indecorous. Some male or female flatterer had, in
evil hour, possessed him with the idea that there was much
beauty of contour in a pair of huge substantial legs, which he
had derived from his father, a carman of Limoges, or, accord-
ing to other authorities, a miller of Verdun; and with this idea
he had become so infatuated, that he always had his cardinal's
robes a little looped up on one side, that the sturdy proportion
of his limbs might not escape observation. As he swept through
the stately apartment in his crimson dress and rich cope, he
stopped repeatedly to look at the arms and appointments of
the cavaliers on guard, asked them several questions in an
authoritative tone, and took upon him to censure some of
them for what he termed irregularities of discipline, in language
to which these experienced soldiers dared no reply, although it
was plain they listened to it with impatience and with contempt.

" Is the King aware," said Dunois to the Cardinal, " that the
Burgundian Envoy is peremptory in demanding an audience ? "

" He is," answered the Cardinal; " and here, as I think,
comes the all-sufficient Oliver Dain,1 to let us know the royal
pleasure."

As he spoke, a remarkable person, who then divided the
favour of Louis with the proud Cardinal himself, entered from
the inner apartment, but without any of that important and
consequential demeanour which marked the full-blown dignity
of the churchman. On the contrary, this was a little, pale,
meagre man, whose black silk jerkin and hose, without either
coat, cloak, or cassock, formed a dress ill-qualified to set off
to advantage a very ordinary person. He carried a silver
basin in his hand, and a napkin flung over his arm indicated
his menial capacity. His visage was penetrating and quick,
although he endeavoured to banish such expression from his
features, by keeping his eyes fixed on the ground, while, with

1 Oliver's name, or nickname, was Le Diable, which was bestowed on him
by public hatred, in exchange for Le Daim, or Le Dam. He was originally
the King's barber, but afterwards a favourite counsellor.